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I have spent so much time over these three long
books, that it is impossible to do justice to the fine
art of Pontoppidan's smaller pictures;  but there are
some wonderful stories among these, the early ones
romantically exuberant in youthful spirits, the later
ones reflecting the darkening mood, the problem and
the conflict.   One of the sources of charm in these
stories, as in the larger books—for they do not
pretend to charm by wit or brilliancy of style—is a
striking freshness of situation.    Things happen here
which in no way conflict with probability, and which
yet never happened before in fiction.   Who,  for
instance, can forget that scene where Sidenius goes
down to the wharf to accompany his mother's coffin
to its last resting-place in Jutland, and sees it hoisted
into the hold like any other bale or packing-case ?
This originality of outlook on the facts of life is
perhaps what best maintains the interest in the loosely
bound fabric of De DSdes Rige;  there is hardly an
incident here which is not stamped with this peculiar
distinction.   The shorter stories show more clearly
Pontoppidan's  personal  conviction  on  matters   of
" actual" interest;   his antipathy, for instance, to
anything that savours of lyricism or romanticism ; his
democratic faith in the future of the proletariat, and
his—for an imaginative writer strangely incongruous
—hope in the ultimate triumph of scientific material-
ism over poetry : even his Tolstoi-like contempt for
art.   But it matters little whether such views are the
author's or not, or whether they appeal to us or not;
it is the great impersonal art of his books that matters.
It  has  been urged  that, with  M.  Holland's Jean
Christophe, the age of the old Flaubertian realism has
definitely passed.   I am not so sure of it.   In these
books, at least, are revealed new potentialities of the
old realism, potentialities that rest on the spiritual and
the psychological, no less than in the faithful reflection
of real things.

